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Did Addisoii or Pope

Or Sam, that critic most severe,

A ploughboy sing with throat sae clear,,

They, in a rage,
Their works would a' in pieces tear,

And curse your page,

Sure Milton's eloquence were faint,,
The beauties of your verse to paint;
My rude unpolish'd strokes but taint

Their brilliancy;
Th' attempt would doubtless vex a saint,

And weel may thee.

The task I'll drop, with heart sincere
To heaven present iny humble pray'r,
That all the blessings mortals share,

May be by turns
Dispens'd by an indulgent care,

To Robert Bums!

Sir, I hope you will, pardon my boldness in
this; my hand trembles while I write .to yous
conscious of my unworthiness of what I would
most earnestly solicit, viz. your favour and
friendship; yet hoping you will shew yourself
possessed of as much generosity and good na-
ture as will prevent your exposing what may

justly